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"Leave me alone" he muttered, half-whispered to no one in particular, eyes closed, wrapping his hand tighter 
around the barrel of the gun Nothing had ever felt so good to him, flirting with death. Well, nothing except for 
him. He wondered how it could be that this creature, this one man was the only thing that could make him feel 
so very alive. His touch, the way he looked at him, the way they could devour each other like animals, not 


caring if they hurt one another, not needing to. It was raw and it satisfied a need he hadn't even known existed. 


Placing the gun down on the nightstand, he sat down on the edge of the bed, sighing deeply. He reached into his 
pocket and found his bowie knife there, unfolded it and started playing around with it absentmindedly. He 
fingered the blade, wrapped his palm slowly around the handle, then traced the tip along his arm, first without 
pressure, then pressing down harder and harder. Just to feel. Carved x's up and down his forearm. The rich 
crimson ribbons pooled in the crook of his elbow, flowed and ebbed down to his wrist and puddled there. He 


pressed two fingers to one of his festering wounds. The pressure and intensity of the pain increased, sending a 


sensation through his nerves, up his arm, entering his brain, engulfing his every thought. He could see him in 
his mind, taking a hold of his delicate wrist, lapping his tongue along the length of his arm, sucking up his blood 
until he was dry. Running his hands over him until they were on his neck, nearly choking the life out of him, 


then crushing his lips to his and giving him life all over again. 


He remembered that one night, not so long ago. He had whispered ‘forever’ and underneath their panting, 
amidst fluttering eyelashes and sticky-sweet skin he had believed him. He could see him, breathing, his cheek 
against his chest, fingers entangled in his short blonde hair, shuddering against him. Gripping his shoulders with 
earnest need, like he was the only good thing in the world. He remembered hours later, how his lover fell 


asleep inside of him. Contentment. 


Now, alone in the room they had once shared, now it was over. After that night he had said to him that it 
could never be this way again. Resolutely he stood, put on his heavy coat and leather boots, grabbed the gun 
and stuffed it deep into the front of his jeans. He knew what he had to do. 


